72             THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

all very short and dumpy-looking, and, oh!
so dirty. They presented us with eggs and
melons, and the wives gave me a curious
spear and some baskets of rice. My husband
asked them what they meant by greeting
us with such an alarming message the night
before, to which they replied that they had
made a mistake, and did not mean that they
would fire on us. We found out afterwards
that they thought we were coming to collect
some revenue which they had owed to
Manipur for some time and refused to pay, and
that they were afraid we intended marching
into their village and forcing them to pay.

My husband hauled the chief (who, by the
way, called himself a Rajah) over the coals for
it, and told him that he was to come into
Manipur, where the revenue case would be
inquired into ; but we parted very peaceably
after going up to the village by the chiefs
own invitation, where we * inspected the
outside of his house. It was fenced all
round with strong stakes, and on the top